THE     STAR-SPANGLED     MANNER
which his Young Men had been waiting. And so
he sat down and wrote to the authoress (whose name,
Anita Loos, struck him as pleasantly virginal). He
requested her, of her kindness, to send a copy of the
book to the Y.M.C.A. library. He added that the
value of the book would be greatly enhanced if she
would write some inspiring inscription on the title
page.
Whereupon Miss Loos, with a sigh, reached for a
copy of the thousandth edition, and wrote: 'Kissing
your hand may make you feel very good, but a
diamond bracelet lasts forever.'
Silence again. I looked out of the window. This
was a topsy-turvy land. All round me were moun-
tain ranges of skyscrapers. Their heads glistened
arrogantly in the sunlight. They were the creations
of giants rather than of men. Yet those very giants
now appeared to have been fooled by Lorelei, even
when Lorelei was stripped naked before them, and
danced a comic and outrageous measure beneath
their eyes. Hadn't they even noticed the vulgarity
of the dance? To put it more directly, hadn't their
suspicions been aroused by the very style of the
book, its delicious errors in spelling, its chaotic
punctuation?
I put my question into words. And then came
another staggering revelation.
fTo prove to you exactly how far the public, even
the women, misunderstood the book,' said Miss
Loos, /I shall tell you a story about a woman's club
in -*. They asked me to be the guest of honour at
one of their weekly meetings. I went. They said a
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